cigarette smoking on the table edge. He raised the
but instead of drinking, he held It for a moment be-
Heath his nose while the muscles at the base of Ms
nostrils tautened whitely, then he swung the glass from
him and with a steady hand he emptied it on the floor*
The other watched him quietly while he poured his glass
half full of raw liquor and sloshed a little* water into
it and tilted it down his throat. "I've been good too
damn long/5 he said aloudj and he fell to talking of
the wan Not of combat,, but rather of a life peopled
by young men like fallen angels, and of a meteoric
violence like that of fallen angels^ beyond heaven or
hell and partaking of both: doomed immortality and
Immortal doom.

MacCallum sat and listened quietly, drinking1 his
whisky steadily and slowly and without appreciable
effect^, as though it were milk he drank5 and Bayard
talked on and presently found himself without surprise
eating food. The bottle was BOW less than half full
The negro Houston had brought .the food in and had
Ms drink9 talcing It neat and without batting an eye*
aEf I had a cow dat give dat, de calf wouldn't git no
milk a-tall," he said,, "and I wouldn9t never churn.
Thanky, Mr. MacCallum? suh."

Then he was out*, and Bayard's voice went ons filling
the cubbyhole of a roora9 surmounting the odor of
cheap food too quickly cooked and of sharp, spilt
whisky with ghosts of a tiling high-pitched as a
hysteria^ like a glare of fallen meteors on the dark
retina of the world. Again a light tap at the door9 and
the proprietor's egg-shaped head and his hot, diffident
eyes,

"You gentlemen got everything you want?" he
asked9 rubbing his hands on his thighs*